Letizia Does Not See Her Son Crowned
and blue foot stationed at the sides to keep the populace
back. Windows along the way rented at three hundred
francs; and from cornice and ledge and pinnacle streamed
gaudy-colored paper flowers and festoons. They had
culled out a holiday, but one not nearly so exciting as
those they remembered. The tumbril had given way to a
pumpkin coach.
The head of the long colorful serpent at last reached
the Bishop's Palace by the Seine, to the left of the cathe-
dral with its dark towers, calm saints, and leering gar-
goyles ; then the imperial party passed in.
The musicians within the cathedral, three hundred in
number and the choicest from opera and stage, now
struck up; the organ rolled; arid to royal mai-ches newly
composed for the occasion, and loud Te Deums, the con-
queror took his place on a dais approached by twenty-
two steps, under a crimson canopy and by a great throne,
facing the throng of jeweled head-dresses, Renaissance
lace collars rising sheerly from lovely necks, and gilt
epaulets, all filling the farthest recess of aisle and nave
and vault with myriad sparkles like those of stalactites in
subterranean caverns.
On one side of him stood the archtreasurer and arch-
chancellor ; on the right, Joseph and Louis, princes both,
and grand elector and grand constable respectively. Jose-
phine stood below, surrounded by her ladies in waiting, a
few paces from the foot of the steps.
The mass was now performed; the orotund Latin rolled
out; the organ boomed; and censers smote the nose as
startlingly as the massed colors the eye. Then the eighty
pounds* weight of crimson and gold bees was placed on
the conqueror's shoulders; laurel crown, sword and
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